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Chapter | 


They had been given their own private villa for the duration of their stay in Ibiza. It was on the side of the 
beach, overlooking the ocean-and even though it wasn't summer yet, the weather was still warm enough for 
Izzy to enjoy lounging outside. It was a rice change from the endless carousel of hotel rooms they're job 


usually brought them to. 


They were on a short week vacation from touring through Europe on what Izzy had considered the most 
chaotic few months of his life. 


He glanced at the sun's reflection shimmering off the water through his sunglasses, as he relaxed on a white 
lounger with his legs propped up on another. A bottle of wine sat next to him, which he'd already poured 
himself some but hadn't touched yet. The distant sound of the waves attempted to sooth his soul. 

The place was nice. 


The booze was nice. 


Hell, even the drugs were nice. 


Yet Izzy couldn't shake that feeling of unease gnawing inside of him. It itched inside his mind like a sand flea 
burrowing under his skin, and he didn't know how to scratch it out. His mind soon drifted to golden locks 
sprawled by his side. To long legs tangled around him and kind eyes full of ecstasy as they got lost in pleasure. 
The heat. The thrill. The night. 


He'd gone and fucked it all up. 
Izzy sighed deeply. 


He'd let the alcohol get the best of him, blurring his mind, numbing his brain The feeling of Duff Mckagan 
pressed up against him onstage had been too intoxicating. Because yes, he'd been looking at Duff differently for 


a year, fixating on his dimples and eyes and..collarbones 


And it had been hardshp. Especially since the band had left California, just to be treated to the sexual 
amusements which fame brought; Izzy had soon found the bassist sneaking out, coming back late if at all, 
always disheveled, always looking like he'd just had a really good fuck and he' was still seeing stars. 


Izzy hated it. The fact that Duff pranced about in that state: with that satisfied grin and his neck covered in 
hickeys that weren't made by Izzy's mouth. Thinking what the other man was doing and who he was doing it 


with drove lzzy insane. 


He soon became possessive of his friend, actively pushing away the groupies who'd come and try to whisk the 
blond away after each show. Duff had seemed somewhat surprised but had always been either too drunk or 
too high to care. 


That night however, Izzy had been particularly on edge, the afterparty too dull to keep him distracted And hell, 
had Duff looked good under the stage lights. And, god, was Izzy so fucking willing to make the bassist hs 


So he had. 


He had pushed Duff through the drunken clamor all the way to his room where no one could hear them, 
slaming the bassist into the nearest wall. He had kissed him hard and needy and desperate, fingers digging into 
his back, groaning into Duff's mouth until the other man had pulled away. 


‘zy," his name on the bassist's lips sounded just obscene. He had burned it into his memory like a keepsake. 
But Izzy hadn't let him go. Instead, he had moved into the kiss again and yanked Duff down to his bed. Duff 
had made a muffled yelp, but besides that he had been extremely pliant on Izzy's hands. 


Because again, he was too drunk or too high fo care, his mind unhelpfully supplied. 


And when Izzy had taken off the bassist's pants to dive between his legs, Duff had moaned something 


incoherent and had grabbed Izzy around the waist, pulling him closer, pushing up into his mouth. 


lzzy had lost track of time between then and now. 


The morning after had been havoc, with Izzy waking up disoriented and hungover as memories from the night 
before flooded his mind. The weight to the right side of the bed confirmed this hadn't just been another one 
if his twisted fantasies. He had done it. They had fucked. Thoroughly and shamelessly. 


Duff laid sprawled by his side still completely engulfed in his sleep. His bare chest rose and fell calmly. The sun 
piercing through the rooms windows carefully caressing his figure, highlighting his facial features. Izzy couldn't 


help but lean forward to leave a chaste kiss on his lips. 


Izzy had rolled onto his stomach, letting the sheets fall from him. With every breath he took, he felt the 


tension grow inside of him and a pang of guilt coarse through him. 
It was stupid They were friends. Band mates They were both men, for christ sakel 
And yet.. 


Dammit. lzzy frowned. He hated this. No, not the guilt. Not the regret. He hated that he couldn't properly live 
out this love for Duff. Hated that he had to constantly deny himself his desires. 


But they had both been too gone, too drunk Had Duff even wanted it? That thought alone sent Izzy into an 
anxiety filled spiral, forcing him out of bed and out of the room all together, just to find himself pounding at 
Slash's door for some weed. He just needed something to keep him grounded Slash, always understanding, had 
shared some of his stash just before kindly telling him to fuck off since, its still 5-fucking-AM, lz Why the hell 


are you even awake, man? 
The room had been empty when he returned. 


Hazel eyes always seemed to linger away whenever they were at arms-length of each other, ever since. Duff 
avoided him every chance he got. Their interactions reduced to an occasional awkward 'hey' or some other kind 


of stern acknowledgement. So cold. So distant. So unlike the former bond they shared which had seemed sacred 
So yeah, Izzy had crossed the fucking line, that was loud and clear. 


To make things worse, Steven and Slash had somewhat caught up to the fact that something was going on, 
which did nothing to soothe Izzy's nerves. He had seen the worried glances both men had been throwing their 
ways for a couple of weeks now. And even though Izzy was convinced neither of them knew anything about 
what had actually happened (not that he expected Duff to want to talk about it), he was admittedly growing 
tired of the constant whispering and gossiping those two had behind his back when they thought he wasn't 
listening. It was funny. How they were so absolutely convinced they were being stealthy about it; truth was 


they were as subtle as a fucking Tsunami 


Izzy sighed deeply again, this time taking the wine bottle and having a swing at it, downing it in one go. 


So far, either Axl hadn't notice, or had and hand't give two flying fucks, which Izzy couldn't tell if it was a 
blessing or a curse. Some part of him wanted the singer to take a fucking hint and stop forcing Duff and him 
to interact. Specially, as they had to share the same fucking mike during shows, making Izzy just feel like he 
might combust every time he had to get close to the bassist when singing backing vocals, feeling Duffs skin 
just inches away from his own, lips so close and so inviting.. On the other hand, when Axl wanted to know 


something, Axl will find out. No matter what, he will know. And then they would be fucked big-time. 


Oh yeah, man, dont make such a fuss about it Turns out Im a fucking fag and | got the hots for our starry-eyed 
bassist over there, so | kinda got a bit drunk and he looked kinda edible so we kinda had sex and now he won't talk 
fo me. But hey man, Its all under control, he totally doesn’t hate me and | totally don't fantasize about him every 
minute of my disgusting life. All is good. All is great. Really, no need to get overly dramatic. 


Yeah, no. Axl would scream bloody murder and then kick him out of the band, childhood friends or not. No 
take-backs. No questions asked 


To be honest he could live with that; sometimes he found himself wondering if this was the life he truly 


desired; full of excess and pleasures and more money he could ever use. Living fast just to die young. 

But Duff.Duff would most likely get caught in the cross-fire of Axl's wrath and would too get kicked out. Izzy 
couldn't let that happen. Izzy wouldn't let that happen. This had been Duff's dream since..ever and Izzy wouldn't 
see it in shambless because of some stupid decision Even worse, If word got out it would tarnish their 
reputation. He could take the hit himself but he wouldn't let the bassist suffer. 


Which was ironic because the other man was already hurting because of him. 


"Wow Izzy, chasing the end of bottles this early?," spoke a deep voice behind him, startling him momentarily. He 


didn't even turn around to look at the owner of such voice. 
Speak of the devil and he will waltz in lke he owns the place, he thought bitterly to himself. 


"Well four o'clock was twenty-four hours ago, so." Izzy replied snarky. His voice sounded wrecked even to his 


own ears. "Not that this bitch-ass wine can get me drunk anyway." 
The redhead chuckled. He heard footsteps approaching, coming to rest next to him. 


"So what, you plan drink yourself into a coma?," Axl gave back and this time Izzy did look at the other man 
"You look.you don't look great." 


"Thanks", Izzy replied dryly. 


"You're not exactly helping your case being such a stuck-up asshole, y'know." Axl shrugged. "You've been a little 
beside yourself for the past few days, man. The guys are worried. Hell l2, have you even eaten today?" 


Great, so one of the two idiots had babbled. Izzy scowled and looked down at the bottle once more. 
"Why are you here, Axl?" Izzy said quietly. The question had slipped out before he realized it. 


Axl raised his eyebrows. "What, | can't check up on a friend?", he laughed quietly, leaning forward to pick up 
the empty bottle. 


"Why are you here?" Izzy repeated, this time more aggressively. Axl was leaning against the window sill, the 
cool breeze ruffling his tousled hair. His expression remained fairly neutral, though a frown remained tugging 
at his thin lips. 

He eventually snorted as if deeming Izzy a lost cause. 

"We're invited to some party at some private island tonight. Apparently it's going to be the shit", he stated 
finally. "Neville says we should go and trash the place. Y'know most dangerous band in the world and all that, we 
have a reputation to maintain 

"Then | wish you good health and a night of fine fucking. What's your deak" Izzy bit back bitterly. 

"My fucking deal is that you're coming with. You like it or not. Cause if you dont, l'm really gonna start 
believing that something is up with you and this isn't just one of your..mood-swings. Then I'll have to start 
taking matters into my own hands. So cut the crap, Stradlin", Axl shot back, suddenly looming over Izzy, staring 
directly into his eyes. 

"Fuck, Axl you know-", Izzy tried to protest. 


"| said cut the crap," repeated Axl earnestly. Axl pushed himself off the frame and walked towards the 


entrance of the villa. "Be there, or don’t, but don't come back crying when you dislike the consequences." 


Izzy's mind drifted back to Duff's smile. The way his laughter could warm up an entire room . How his soft 


gaze showed so much affection. How he gave away that same affection freely to the people around him. 
Love, shame and guilt ran over lzzy lke a storm. 
"Right- yeah, fine you win, Axl", he muttered. "I'll be there." 


"Good." Axl nodded, turning to walk away. "Get yourself looking halfway decent, | don't want anyone thinking | 
dragged you through the dirt before getting there." 


He didn't dignify that with a response. He glanced back at the never-ending Mediterranean sea, taking in it's 
azure shades, focusing how they entwined with splotches of crystalin greens and rich navy blues. It felt so 
different from California's coast neat gradient. Izzy pondered how deep he'd have to swim into it To finally 


drown himself. 


"Oh and, lz", Axl started conclusively. "You are in lbiza. Do yourself a favor and wear something white for a 


change." 


The universe truly despised Izzy or Axl was playing sick games with him. He couldn't quite put his finger on 
which yet. 


Either way, Izzy was most definitely not in the right state of mind to deal with anything. Or anybody for that 
matter. Especially not the 6"3 blond in the tightest of jeans, bear chested with only a white cardigan on top. 
And to say Izzy wasn't ready for such a display was, quite franckly, an understatement Specially as they were 
all sat down and cramped together into the back of the tour bus for the most part of the drive to the port, 
and their knees remained in constant touch. Izzy groaned inwardly and tried to ignore it but it was painfully 


hard. 


Yeah and your are painfully hard for him, aren't you? Ah yes, his conscience, always there to help when Izzy 


was in dire straits. 


Slash, who was sitting next to a passed out Steven infront of them, cringed uncomfortably at the almost 
unbearable scene unfolding before him. Izzy's eyes remained cast down, silently entertained on some stain on 
the busses floor. Duff remained just as muted, setting his gaze anywhere but on the guitarist by his side. Axl, 
however, completely unaffiliated to the tension the rest of the band was going through, chose to not only 
invite some girl along (Maria..no, Sofia, Izzy believed was her name), but he decided that it would be incredible 
to start a full-blown make out session right in their fucking faces. No matter what the redhead said, Axl 


clearly couldn't read a room. 
So there they were. Listening to Axl suck the girl's face off, in complete utter silence. 
Talk about pathetic. 


"So..." Slash tried after a few minutes, and Izzy was sure he had never felt more grateful towards a human 
being in the entirety of his existence. 


"so," Izzy muttered, still trying to focus on the ground. 


"You guys ready for this party?" Slash asked quite dumbly, though the man was just trying to break the ice 


so he'd cut him some slack . 


"| guess Just gotta get there first. Its not that far. Right?" Izzy asked..whatever, honestly. He knew the exact 
location of the god forsaken island from the half a million times Axl had gone on about it that evening. He was 


damn sure he could locate it in a fucking world map if he had to. 

Though it wasn't big enough to even be considered an island More like a smallish, sad rock sticking out of the 
water like a sore thumb, used by rich-kids and famous jackasses such as themselves to throw their exclusive 
parties well away from the common foe. It was a tad to elitistic for his taste.< 

"Oh, | forgot to mention," spoke Axl, who had stopped his make out session momentarily. "Apparently they had 
some sort of issue with the ferry, something about maintainance or whatnot. We'll have to go by speedboat in 
pairs." 


"What? Duff uttered falling out of his trance. 


"Yeah, | know. You'd think that being so damn expensive they'd at least have a proper ship running between the 
islands, but apparently not” Axl shrugged. 


"Seriously?" lzzy blurted incredulously. 
"But don't fret kids, the lady over here will come with me first. Then S and S over there can take the next 
boat and finally, you two can take the last boat. As you have been so..eager to come along anyways," Axl 


grinned teasingly at Duff and Izzy. 


Izzy felt as if he had just been kicked in the stomach. So the dickhead was being an <i>absolute bastard</i> 
just for the sake of being a bastard, fucking fantastic 


Duff flinched noticeably next to him. 
"Axl can we not-" Duff began to speak, but the redhead talked right on top of him. 
"Everyone ok with it?" It wasn't a question but a warning, everybody knew it. 


Slash looked at Duff and Izzy, then at Axl, then right back at Steven who was still out cold on his shoulder. He 
mouthed an apologetic ‘Sorry lzzy's way before quickly replying: 


"Yeah, man. Peachy." 
The sting of betrayal shot through Izzy and Duff contracted impossibly further into the seat. 


"Awesome. Slash, wake up drummer boy, we're almost there." Axl commanded. When had this band turned into 


a dctatorshp, Izzy couldn't tell. 


"Yes, sir" Slash retorted mockingly as if reading Izzy's mind. Axl frowned but abstained from making any 
further remarks. Izzy couldn't help but snort. 


‘Oh, we're there?" Asked Steven groggily, being slowly shook awoke. "Lets get this show on the road, then" 


And Izzy couldn't help but agree whole-heartedly. 


Chapter 2 


The wait for the speedboat at the port was a whole new endeavor of its own. Izzy found himself leaning 
against a railing, watching the sea playfully crash against the rocks below. Not much else to do, since the first 


boat had just sailed with Axl and his...gir) and he still had to wait for Steven and Slash to take the trip. 


His palms sweated and his heart pounded in his ears. The prospect of having to spend even the minimum 


amount of alone time with Duff made him dizzy. 

zy wanted to dee. 

He caught some laughter to his right side, where Steven and Duff stood a few feet away from him. They both 
seemed to joke around with each other, all former tension dissipating like fog after a storm, and for a brief 
moment a warm feeling settled in his chest. Then the drummer set a hand a bit too low on Duff's back for 
Izzy's taste and he couldn't help but glare hard Annoyance burned bright through his veins and he felt his 
blood sing. If he could only- 

"You need to stop this, Izzy," Slash's voice appeared behind him, making Izzy jump. 


"| don't know what you mean," Izzy snapped, turning on his heel to face the guitar player. 


"You're not fooling anyone. | don't know what happened between you two but it needs to get solved," Slash 
pointed out. "For the sake of the band." 


Izzy, still standing with his back to Slash, folded his arms across his chest. 

"You wouldn't get if" He stated bluntly. 

"No, | guess wouldn't," Slash sighed, turning his gaze back to where the two blonds were. "But what | do know is 
that Duff adores you, man. This is your chance, so do yourself a favor and please falk to him," wasn't that the 
second time Izzy had that same phrase tossed his way. 

Maybe they should get their own shit together before meddling in his. 

"Okay, man. I'll talk to him." 

As if Duff wanted to even look at him. 


A loud honk announced the return of the speedboat. 


"Looks like | must be on my way. Try not to kill each other." Slash joked, but Izzy could feel the sympathy in 


his words. "Don't do something | wouldn't do." 


That was terrible advice. 


And with that, Slash and Steven were off to boarding, leaving Duff and Izzy to soak unpleasantly in each 


other's company. 


Duff considered himself a pretty liberal guy. 


Sure, he did have some qualms regarding his own sexuality, after all, he had grown up in a fully conservative 


religious household. But when it came down to it, he was very open-minded and non-judgmental. 


He liked to think it was his punk years which taught him tolerance, as he played his way to pretty much every 
known band on the Seattle scene and they all came in their own distinct shapes and sizes. His masculinity had 
never been fragile or weak. He wasn't one to shy away from cross-dressing or wearing make-up for a show 
due to being afraid of coming across as too feminine or queer; hell no, it was just fun! It didn't mean he liked 


men. 


Johnny Thunders did it and he was basically god It didn't make him less of a man than anybody else, thank you 


very much. 


And even if he was to be perceived as gay he couldn't give less of a fuck. It wouldn't make him less of a man 


either and if someone had a problem they could gladly fight him to it. 


Point is, he'd never truly had a problem with homosexuality. Hell, he even had some gay friends growing up and 
he'd never given it much importance. It wasn't his say to tell others who they should and shouldn't get in their 
bed and he most definitely wasn't one to pry into what got people's engines up and running. As long as 
everyone was happy and nobody was being hurt it was fine. It wasn't something he was going to lose sleep 


about. 
Duff simply considered himself a romantic. A true believer that love was blind, unable to discriminate. 
So he couldn't understand why he was getting so worked up about his stupid crush on 2zy-fucking-Stradln, 


It had taken 6 long months of treacherous denial for Duff to accept he had a thing for the rhythm guitarist. 
And he would lie if he said it hadn't caught him by surprise, because, well.he did not like men. And that was a 
proven fact. Thoroughly proven by himself time and time again 


Duff had messed about before during his teenage years. What could he say, a mouth was a mouth and he 
liked to experiment. And experiment he had. He always thought it had been the danger of getting caught that 


truly drove him to stray beyond his normal boundaries, the liquid courage also working on getting him hot and 


bothered enough to be able to chat up a particularly cute guy at a bar or club without worrying whether his 
immortal soul would ascend to the heavens. That was business for sober Duff. Drunk Duff was a feral being 


For the most part, he liked to think of it as another of the many rebellious stages of his teens. Just another 
excuse to become a further disappointment (as if dropping school hadn't been enough for his parents). 


Eventually, the novelty had worn off and he hadn't thought more about it. 
Until zzy. 


Izzy had barged straight into his life like a wrecking ball and Duff was just not sure what to do with himself. 
Fooling around with some random stranger was a thing but falling in love (and wow, when had that escalated so 


quickly) with your bandmate that-..that changed things. 


Duff was well aware that ever since day one he had bestowed a bit of a hero-worship complex towards Izzy. 
Although their age difference was almost minimal, the dark-haired man just felt so experienced compared to 
himself. He knew how to handle fame far better than any of the rest of the band that was for sure. Always 
so cool, so calm and collected. Unlike them, he carried himself in a confident yet relaxed manner, which was 
alluring, yes, but definitely radiated enough danger to let one know he wasn't a guy one would like to mess with. 


Izzy seemed unapproachable sometimes: aloofness personified - an enigma wrapped inside mystery. But it 
hadn't been difficult to fall for him. Because Duff was |000% the man had cast some sort of wicked spell on 
him as he found himself incapable of stringing two coherent thoughts whenever the rhythm guitarist was 
around. Not when they were playing live, not when he showed up dressed in all black under the sweltering 


California summer heat and especially not when he was wearing those tight leather pants that made his ass 


look like a work of art 


Duff had always loved watching Izzy play guitar. His gentle yet firm grasp on the instrument which fueled his 
fantasies late at night. The way his expression always seemed to soften The way only then his eyes lit up, 

brightened like wildfires, evoking pain and passion in equal parts. The way his body moved and shook like a leaf 
during the intense moments of a concert. How his entire demeanor radiated so much energy that it physically 


affected Duff's own playing just because it was just so damn distracting. 


So of course it was a disaster waiting to happen. Because of course, it had to be zy. How fucking unlucky of 
him that there just wasn't any girl out there who managed to be more attractive, charismatic and charming 


than the man. 


And Duff was repulsed with himself. He hated Izzy for affecting him like this and himself for indulging in lustful 
daydreams of naked pale skin against his own, eager hands dancing over drenched bodies, eager words nuzzling 
warmly at his ears. For allowing himself to be swept away by the sweet scent of forbidden fruit. 


So he had decided to take measures into his own hands. 


And by that, it meant fucking anything that moved. 


It wasn't hard to find someone, not when they all had girls lined up to even falk to them. So every night after 
a particularly wearisome show, usually when he found himself at his limits, Duff had taken the habit of picking 
a random girl from the afterparty just to give it to them, like it was the last thing he'd ever do, in the 
nearest empty room. Why these girls were always on the skinnier, less voluptuous side and tended to have 


raven hair and green eyes was a mystery to Duff. 


Other times he just couldn't wait as long and had to get it out of his system right away. Those times all but 
rush into the nearest bathroom stall and..well, he just prayed no one ever heard him. Especially with the way 
the same prohibited name traced his lips. 


It was his puberty all over again, perhaps even more gruesome and vulgar. 


News traveled fast. The tale of his newly-found sexual prowess had eventually found itself around the scene, 
even earning him some compliments from fellow musicians who, for some reason, took pride in flaunting their 
sexual encounters openly. It made him feel like a jerk. Like a complete dick who used people and discarded them 


like it was nothing. He wasn't proud. He felt dirty 


Alcohol was popular medicine for lovesickness, he drank it like it was water. Duff's faithful companion and 
confidante through teenage nights, it had never left him down where his own mind had. When in his lowest 
moments he had been left alone with himself. It burned his throat and caused him to become foreign to his 
body, but it got the job done of fleeing him away to safer spaces inside himself. More simplistic and less 


corroded. 
Cocaine was sweet foo, in its own unique ways. They were all hooked on it, after all 


So it had been only fair for Duff to believe Izzy had exceeded his dosage when he had rammed their lips 
together in the aftermath of an afterparty. Duffs world had imploded then and there. Everything around him 
had disappeared, replaced by a single point of focus where all that mattered was Izzy and how good he tasted, 
how soft his tongue was when he sucked it in between his teeth and how good it would feel inside other spaces 
of his body. Izzy had been demanding too, pushing him to come closer, holding onto his shoulders and keeping 
his mouth locked against his, not letting him pull away even when he wanted to. Izzy's tongue had been swirling 
around the inside of his mouth, tasting the alcohol in his own saliva, teasing his taste buds until all he could 


taste was Izzy, Izzy and izzy. 


Then he had been pushed into bed and he just let Izzy take whatever he wanted from him. He didn't protest 
when Izzy unbuttoned his pants. He didn't resist when the man had taken complete control, pulling his jeans and 
boxers down, and leaving him in just his underwear. Soon after his shirt was removed and he felt fingers 
ghosting along the bare skin of his chest, slowly trailing to his nipples. He didn't resist when Izzy tugged his 


boxers down, leaving him completely naked. 


He hadn't contended when lust-filled eyes refused to break contact with his own as the guitarist dove between 
his legs to give him exactly what he wanted. Hadn't struggled against it when Izzy had pressed a wet kiss to 
his inner thigh, circling it with his tongue before plunging it deep inside him. 


It had been only fair for him to think Izzy had been deliriously high when he had woken up the next morning. 
Alone and sore, with cum still dripping down the inside of his thighs. Zzy’s cum to be exact. And if this was 
some sort of get back from God for all his past sins, then he wished to die to congratulate him personally. 
Because damn, if that wasn't fucked up. 


Duff quickly retrieved his scattered clothes with the remaining bits and pieces of dignity he still had left, 
feeling humiliated to the core and embarrassed beyond measure. He shed a tear or two in the process of 


getting himself dressed and that had been that Or so he had told himself. 


Yet here he was. Stepping into the boat next to Stradlin without being able to so much as look at him. The wait 
had been uncomfortable enough, but at least salvageable as they were both standing up and Duff had enough 
space to set distance between them. Izzy had been too lost in thought to even notice Duff's recoil. Now the 
prospect of having to spend another thirty minutes cramped next to the guitarist, just like they had been on 
the tour bus, was making Duff queasy. Because this time they would be alone (well, not technically as the 
driver would be there, but he seriously doubted the middle-aged man understood English beyond ‘hello’ and ‘my 


name is'), and Izzy held the power to destroy his already wounded heart with as much as two words. 


Duff hoped Axl had enjoyed his dick for the past 27 years of his life because he sure as hell wasnt going to have 
it by the end of the night 


Izzy had never really considered himself to be particularly religious. Sure, he had been taught all that jesus-is- 
your-savior stuff as a kid just as he had gone to church every Sunday throughout his childhood, but he 
hadn't really had much of an inclination to be an ardent believer. Now he was certain there is a God 
somewhere devout to going out of his way to make Izzy's life miserable. He must be laughing his holy ass off 
at this one. 


Because had he not only endured twenty of the most distressingly /ong minutes ever experienced by man 
(which was a totally logical assumption) but now, when they were just shy of a few kilometers from shore, 
the boat had abruptly halted to a standstill. The driver had yelled something indecipherably Spanish and Izzy 
had barely been able to keep his balance as the boat rocked violently forward, making him grab on Duff by 
sheer instinct, placing his hands on the blond's bare chest. Before Duff had even time to register the 


movement, Izzy pulled away as if he had been burnt. 
Izzy watched Duff's face, his cheeks turning crimson as a sudden wave of panic washed over him. 


"Hey," Izzy attempted, his voice sounding small. "Are you okay?" 


Duff nodded mutely, still refusing to talk to him. 


The driver shouted something unintelligible again, clearly pissed at whatever was causing them to stay still. He 


turned towards Izzy and started babbling in broken English. 


"El motor..esta no function. No more." The driver tried to explain, gesturing aimlessly with his arms. Izzy stared 


blankly back at him, making the other man grow exasperated. "No, go! No engine! No work!" 
Okay, that he did understand. 


Well, shit Izzy had expected that maybe it had something to do with the current situation or the boat's poor 
steering mechanisms, but that seemed quite unlikely considering the speed at which they had been approaching 
shore. Now without the engine working, the idea of setting foot on shore anytime soon was rather laughable 


and he'd be lying if he said that didn't scare him. 

But he knew he had no choice. This was the only way for them to reach land. 

"Can you fix it?" he asked the driver hesitantly, his stomach dropping with every second that ticked by. 
"Me fix?" the man angrily screamed and pointed at himself, incredulous. "I do not fix! 


The boat rocked dangerously again and Izzy grabbed ahold of Duff's arm this time to steady himself. 


"What do we do? We'll need a mechanic." Duff spoke, for what felt like the first time since forever. His face 
was pale and he looked utterly terrified by what was happening. "What do we do, Izzy?" 


And Izzy would bask in the fact that does lips had finally uttered his name after eons, if he wasn't for the 


fact that they were stuck in an uncommunicated boat in the middle of fucking nowhere. 


"l-.] don't know." Izzy stammered, suddenly very conscious again of the closeness that came with sharing a 


tiny space with Duff. 
They sat in silence for an interminable second. 
"Oh my god, we're going to die," Duff murmured, starting to hyperventilate. "We're going to die." 


Panic attacks, Izzy remembered. Duff had mentioned getting them before but Izzy had never seen one in full 
display. He'd seen Duff get nervous before, sure, but nothing like this. Izzy could see him shaking, his body 
convulsing slightly as he trembled with fright while sweat formed along his temples. Izzy couldn't help but 
tangle an arm around the blond's shoulders, petting his back comfortingly. He didn't say anything though, still 
afraid of the other's reaction 


Then out of nowhere heavy laughter erupted from beside him. Izzy glanced at the driver who was looking 
amused at everything unfolding before him before turning back to Duff, who was still visibly shaken, despite 


the fact he wasn't actually panicking as much anymore. 
He smiled faintly at the bassist. 


"You no die, guiri," he said and Izzy couldn't help but wonder what that word meant as he'd been hearing it all 
through the trip. "| buscar help, ok?" 


They both gave the man a puzzled look, but before they could even question him on what he meant, he 
started stripping to his underwear, throwing his clothes onto one side of the boat. Duff and Izzy just stared, 


gobsmacked. 


"You no move, guiris. | buscar help," he repeated, before diving headfirst into the water and starting to rapidly 


swim towards the shore. 


After another interminable minute of silence, where they took in what had just happened, hell broke loose as 


Izzy was flooded with sheer panic. 

"What the fuck are we supposed to do now?! He's not coming backll" Izzy exclaimed and turned to look at Duff. 
"Stop shouti-, stop shouting I-" Duff stuttered. "I don't know just..don't shout. " 

But Izzy was fuming. 

"So what?! We just sit here and rot?!" he snapped at the blond man who winced slightly. 

"What do you expect me to do? Follow him? Bitching about it will do nothing to help." Duff snapped. He was 
clearly trying hard not to yell back at the man. "H's bad enough that we're stuck here with each other. Must 
be bad enough for you 

"Bad enough for me?" 

"Don't act a fool, It doesn't suit you. Figured you rather be out there banging some poor chick rather than 
having to waste your time here with the rummage goods you've already used and discarded," and Izzy was 


sure he'd never heard so much venom in the blond's voice 


Ladies and gentlemen, there it was. Apparently Duff couldnt have all but impeccable timing fo address their 
situation It had to be in the middle of the fucking ocean 


Izzy's insides ached, a violent fire raising through his body. 


"Oh don't give me the holier than thou attitude, Mckagan. As far as lim concerned Axl wouldn't have thrown us 
together If you hadn't been acting like | killed your family in front of you for the past month." Izzy snarled, 


unable to contain his anger any longer." You can't possibly imagine how difficult this is for me." 


"For you? You absolute fucking jerk! Now this time Duff did yell. He even stood up to tower over Izzy, face 
contorting into a semblance of indignance, eyes fiery, skin flushed. Even then he looked beautiful." You left! You 
fucking lef! You couldn't even own up to it, Izzy. Without a single word, you just disappeared!" 


Izzy had no response. 


" It was bad enough that we are men, let alone bandmates for crying out loud. You never even acknowledge it. 
Did it mean so little to you, Izzy?" Duff continued in the same tone, voice trembling with rage, tears 
threatening to leave his eyes." Did / mean so little to you?" 


Izzy remained silent. He didn't know what to say. Duff had been right. He didn't want to admit it, but he knew 
the truth was there. And the way Duff looked at him, so filled with pain and anguish. 


"God. l-l- | should have known you were too goddamn stoned out of your mind. | shouldn't have let it happen. 
Fuck, l- " Duffs voice broke and Izzy rushed to grab his arm as he turned away, which was unnecessary as 
the blond couldn't really go anywhere. Duff attempted to scurry away, but Izzy was faster, pushing the 


bassist down against the boat's small seats 

They stared into each other's eyes for what felt like hours 
Then Izzy blurted what he had been dreading to ask 

"Do you hate me?" 


The question resonated through the air as if it hadn't just left his own lips. It felt foreign to Izzy's ears. It 
didn't help that Duff didn't answer. He was still looking at Izzy, his emotions playing across his face, his eyes 
swimming with unshed tears. Izzy's eyes fell to his lips. 


They were achingly inviting his tongue licking his bottom lip as he stared up at him. Tempting 


And Izzy, being only human, couldn't help but press closer into Duff's space, crawling on top of him as he 
pinned the man's wrists to the side of his head. Izzy brought his lips to Duff's ear. The bassist sealed his eyes 


shut, unable to take in the closeness. 


"Do you regret it?" Izzy whispered, his voice husky. He brushed his lips against Duff's cheekbone, sending 
shivers up his spine. His heart was racing, the adrenaline coursing through his veins as he pressed his mouth 
gently, tentatively. Duff sighed, unconsciously bucking his hips upwards at a slightly awkward angle. And without 
Izzy's permission and as if under a spell, he found words spilling out of his lips. "Because | sure as hell don't. 


Not when you looked so fucking pretty falling apart on my touch and on my tongue- 


Izzy nipped at his earlobe and Duff moaned softly, biting his lip as he pushed closer to him. 

"-and made does sweet sounds for me-" 

Izzy traced a finger down Duff's jaw and neck, trailing down to the hem of his white cardigan. 

"When you were so fucking eager to please" 

He bit his lip and grazed his teeth over the sensitive flesh, eliciting a shiver from Duff. 

"So tight and wet around me." 

Izzy gripped the back of Duff's neck and pulled him into a heated kiss, his tongue slipping inside Duff's mouth. 


‘kzy.." Duff groaned against his lips. It was enough for him to forget himself. To forget the trebling surface 
they were on How exposed they were. How vulnerable. 


zy kissed him. 
As deeply and ardently as the first time, but with more claim. 
Because Duff was his and the world could go to hell 


"Izzy, we can't-, |- " Duff gasped and pulled away, breathless, eyes wide. He looked like he was about to cry. ' 


l- can't." 

But Duff's hips were grinding against his. Demandingly so. Izzy leaned forward, kissing him again. 

"| need this." He said in a low whisper, tracing his lips down Duff's neck " | need you." 

Duff closed his eyes again, feeling helpless as Izzy trailed kisses slowly lower, lower, down his bare chest. 


Then the boat shook violently again and the loud rumbling of nearing engines threw them back to reality. Izzy 
jumped backwards, pulling himself to his feet. 


"Guys!" a familiar voice called out. 


Apparently, the driver had the athletic capacities of an Olympic swimmer, because had not the man only 
managed to reach shore in quite a record time (or maybe time just went by slower when one was next to 
Duff McKagan), but he had also managed to find Slash and a new boat and sail all the way to their location. But 
where Izzy should feel relief now he felt annoyance. Though Slash had looked somewhere between concerned 


and surprised. Probably to the fact that they hadn't killed each other. 


Which, to be fair, Izzy would have expected considering how things were going. 
Could one die from blue-balls? 


"You guys alright? We came as fast as we could." Slash asked, as they carefully boarded the new boat. Credit 
where it was due, the man didn't comment on Duffs tousled hair nor on his reddened cheeks. He dd, however, 
suspiciously eye Izzy's hard-on. Izzy knew he should have at least made the effort to hide it, but his brain 


was still too fried and hungover from the current events to actually care. 
"We've had a rough evening," Izzy replied. "We'll be alright, right Duff?" He added smiling at the blond man. 


Duff squirmed and flushed slightly under Izzy's gaze, but regardless weakly nodded. Izzy felt a smug grin form 
on his lips as he returned his attention to Slash, whose expression had turned from concern to sheer ferror. 


He scooted closer to Izzy and whispered confidentially. 


"What have you done this time, Stradlin?" and the boat started thundering towards the island on the horizon, 
brushed by the sea and straddled by the waves. 


Izzy cackled almost maniacally, ignoring the worried stares between Slash and the driver, who exchanged 


glances as if he had gone completely insane. He grabbed Slash's shoulder, grinning mischievously. 


"Well, I'm afraid | can't tell you that, I'll have to keep that secret. Let's just say |..fook your advice’ lzzy 
whispered whilst turning his gaze towards Duff, who was still seated near the middle of the boat marveling 
absentmindedly at the waves. 


The tide was low and the sea was calm, and for the first time since they had arrived on vacation, Izzy felt 


things might just work out fine. 


Things, quite frankly, were going pretty fucking pear-shaped. 

Reason being, it had been almost 3 hours and Duff hadn't shown any signs of continuing their little stunt back 
at the boat. 

And Izzy..oh, Izzy was so hot and bothered he could barely walk. 

His body screamed at him to do something, anything, to alleviate the burning sensation that had enveloped his 
entire being ever since he last laid eyes on him. Since they disembarked from the boat, walked off its deck and 
headed back onto the beach. And in his mind, that something implied Duff on his back. On the ground beneath 
him. His legs wrapped around Izzy's waist as he devoured every inch of him, leaving no trace of the bassist 
behind except for the sound of his moans. He could have taken him right there on the beach, or right at the 
entrance of the mansion the party was being held at..or at the pool, where they were currently, right in front 
of everyone. 

Instead, he sat meekly on a lounger (and hadn't does become his favourite sulking places lately), as the bodies 
around him swayed in unison to the frenetic rhythm of the music, all dressed in shades of white. Duff stuck 
out like a sore thumb, ridiculously tall and towering a bit over everyone. The blond had resorted to drinking like 
a sailor ever since they had gotten there, his body losing his everlasting tension which had grown a common 
trait of the bassist through the last few months, as he kept glancing back coyly in Izzy's direction, flushing 
uncontrollably every time their eyes met. 

It was cure. 

It was dirty 

Their dirty little secret. 

The thought had him stirring uncomfortably once more. 

There was something morbidly wicked about the idea, that one look at them would make it obvious. What they 
had done, what they could do, what they should be doing and that the bassist belonged to him. That he owned 
him. Izzy maybe wasn't the first but he would be the last man Duff would ever have sex with. And yet, even 
though he wanted nothing more than to whisk him away, it suddenly didn't seem like such a bad thing to 
continue this little charade that had become so commonplace, waiting and observing the man's every move like 
he were prey. Not if he could get the other man as riled up and desperate for him as lzzy was for the 
bassist. 

Axl conveniently all but threw himself in the lounger right next to his own, a new girl on each arm, poor Sofia 
(or wasn't it Amanda?) long forgotten. 

"You really are a piece of work, aren't you Stradlin? Are you that adamant about not having fun?" he laughed. 
Izzy rolled his eyes and raised an eyebrow. Axl grinned back widely, looking fairly shitfaced already. "How's it 
going with Duff? He seemed pretty shaken up about earlier." 

At the mention of Duff, Izzy glanced back over at him, and to his surprise, found the bassists attention 
completely diverted from himself as some skanky redhead had decided that the blond's lap made one fine seat. 
She was laying on his broad chest, her face dangerously close to his neck, hands splayed across his upper 
chest, fingers gripping onto the soft fabric of the white cardigan. The uncomfortable stance of Duffs body 
just came to show how much of a doormat the bassist was to even consider shoving her off. 

That polite motherfucker. 

"He's fine" Izzy gave in reply. "More than fine judging by the looks of it," he mumbled, pointedly staring at the 
girl who was practically drooling on Duff's neck. 


Axl only laughed harder. 


"Well, | gotta say the guy's got game. | never would have guessed he had it in him, docile as he usually is but.. 
well, | guess you've heard the rumours...’ he whispered the final part like it wasn't a well-known secret. "Heard 
our sweet Seattle boy is a fucking monster in bed. | gotta say, | had my doubts, but damn. If | wasn't my 
glorious self above all you disgusting mortals | might even be a little jealous..after all that chick dry-humping 
his knee over there has the biggest pair of-". 

Izzy had to be thankful for his learnt ability to zone out when Axl was being more ridiculous than usual. 
Sometimes he believes that If he could pinpoint the exact moment his friend had lost all sense of shame, he 
would build a time machine just to stop it from ever happening. But right now he had more important things to 
be preoccupied with, like the pleading puppy-eyed look Duff was giving him across the pool area as the girl had 
started to lick around his throat, his whole body stiffened as she ran her nails down his exposed collarbone. 
Izzy watched, feeling his stomach twist painfully, yet he didn’t move in any way. 

Instead, his eyes drifted over to his so-called best friend, who apparently had grown tired of hearing himself 
talk and had gone back to groping and kissing the two ladies with him. They seemed eager to please the singer, 
having not minded Axl's blunt comments on other women's..anatomy, 

One of them, blonde with long legs and amber eyes, had smiled suggestively as she noticed Izzy's stare, liking 
her lips before breaking away from Axl's iron grip. Her getaway remained unnoticed by the singer as he kept 
himself busy with the curly-haired brunette who, suspiciously, could pass as Slash's long-lost sister. The 
blonde approached Izzy, taking his hand into hers and placing it high on her butt as she began massaging his 
wrist. She looked him up and down, smirking at him. He was just about to open his mouth to say something, 
but she beat him to it. 

"You want some too, darling’, she purred, leaning into his space. Her accent felt unsurprisingly rough and 
foreign. 

Izzy's eye twitched involuntarily at her blatant attempt to seduce him. He tried to push himself to turn away 
politely, but the girl quickly leaned forward and planted her small, plump lips against his cheek. He didn't need to 
turn around to know Duff was focused on him now. He could feel his gaze burning at the back of his neck. 
Now that gave Izzy unholy ideas. 

He manoeuvred her body on top of him, causing the girl to gasp loudly as her breasts pressed heavily against 
him. Her surprise soon turned into a smug smile as she leant towards his ear, whispering profanities that 
we're supposed to turn the guitarists on. However, Izzy was too busy brooding at the bassist over her 
shoulder, who only stared back in staggered agony. 

Duff's cheeks burned crimson as he watched Izzy's hands run up and down the sides of the girl's back, 
indignation blooming through his face while the blonde's left hand snaked around his crotch, rubbing slowly up 
and down. 

But Duff was too transparent for his own good. His eyes bulged with desire as Izzy trailed kisses along the 
blonde's jawline, venturing his hands from around her waist to grab the edge of the girl's dress, pulling her 
closer. He made a point out of keeping eye contact with the bassist, who was so enthralled with the show that 
he seemed to have forgotten about his own company. 

Duff gasped from afar and Izzy couldn't help but lose his mind a litle. 

Let the game begin 


Fuck Izzy and his pretty lips and his smooth skin and those green eyes and his raspy voice and his gorgeous 
hair that always looked out of a damn Pantene commercial..yeah, Izzy should fuck himl 


It had been pretty clear what Izzy was after on the damn boat. Then why hadn't he acted up on it? He had 
been waiting like a moron for something, anything; a small touch, a gesture. But Izzy had given him nothing. The 
other man had decided to sit pretty much in the furthest seat away from him, looking ridiculously hot 
sprawled in the lounger. So, correspondingly, he had done nothing as well. 

Duff had started to second guess himself whilst exponentially increasing his alcohol intake, so when the girl 
sitting next to him at the pool bar had climbed on him, he found himself buzzed enough to let it happen. All 
whilst under Izzy's watchful eye. 

Now Izzy had taken that as a challenge, or so it seems. Because Duff is pretty damn sure the guitarist might 
just pull his dick out and fuck the leggy blonde on his lap there and then. Duff couldn't help but think back to 
their previous encounter, remembering how the other man had similarly treated him to how he was treating 
the girl, he wondered if that's exactly what he'd have if he weren't trying so hard to hold onto his 
heterosexuality. 

So Izzy was playing hard to get. Yeah, he could work with that 

"Hey, sugar, why don't | take you somewhere where we can be alone?", there were lips suddenly against his ear 
and a hand dancing dangerously close to his crotch. He shivered and zoned back into himself to see the redhead 
smiling at him. The music had shifted from upbeat to something more slow as the girl started to grind against 
him. 

"Yeah?" he whispered back out of breath, not because he found her sluggish movements particularly arousing, 
but rather because he found himself subject to Izzy Stradlin's penetrating gaze as the man began to, what 
looked like, dirty talk his partner between whispers. Izzy had an insufferable smirk plastered all over his face, 
as though he was enjoying every second of this, feigning this wasn't torture for them both. 

"We could go down by the water", the girl continued. "Or upstairs to one of the rooms if you prefer more 
privacy... 

Maybe it had been the alcohol. Maybe it had been his hurt pride. Maybe both. 

"We can stay right here," he replied, placing a hand on both her thighs, moving her closer to his without 
missing a beat. This time he didn't bother to check Izzy's reaction. "It's nice enough here." 

After all, two could play this game. If Izzy wanted a damned show he would get one. 

With that said, he pulled her down to him and began sucking on her neck, not bothering to wait any longer for 
Izzy to act, as he kissed down the girl's chest, ignoring her shocked but pleased gasp. 

"I think we'll stay," she moaned decisively. Her free hand slipped into his pants and he could feel that it was hot 
and sticky, sliding further down. If he closed his eyes tightly, he could pretend them to be bigger and rougher, 
more calloused, more manly. 

He could imagine himself pinned against a firm chest, his head buried between broader shoulders of equally 
stronger arms. Milky skin instead of fake tan. Wood and leather instead of a sweet vanilla scent. Rough touches 
Rough tastes. Rough moans. 

He could feel the girl's tongue slipping inside of him as their breathing quickened, his cock growing harder with 
each passing second he remained lost in his fantasy. She wasn't who he longed for. She couldn't please him like 
he knew his bandmate could. And yet he couldn't seem to help but want. Want to be in control, want to 
dominate..want to prove a point. 

A stern grip was placed on his wrist, aggressively yanking him away from her and ripping him back to reality 
as he saw Izzy glaring darkly at him. 

"Band stuff, sorry, sweetness." he heard Izzy answer in his most fakely innocent tone to the girl's barely 
audible protest. 


He only caught the sight of her rolling her eyes before Izzy pulled away from her and into the crowd to only 
god knows. Duff couldn't help but feel like it was their first time all over again. A shiver ran through his body 
in anticipation 

Izzy was mad though. The fact that he was strangling his wrist showed as much. 

Izzy didn't let go of his wrist until they reached one of the houses' many terraces, and even though they had 
to push through a sea of people just to get there, their destination was surprisingly empty. Charmingly 
intimate. Rows after rows of balinese beds made it feel more like the bedroom of a hotel despite the unsullied 
moonlight spilling on them and the briny breeze swept from the ocean nearby. There was no music in this area 
but the brushing bristling of the trees, only occasionally muffled by the faint murmurs scarpering from the 
ongoing feast at the pool. 

They didn’t stop until they reached one of the bedsides, where Izzy pushed him onto it, making him groan 
quietly from the swiftness of the movement. He couldn't help but stare as Izzy climbed over him, looking 
every bit predatory. 

Duff's fingers curled into the bed sheets nervously, watching as Izzy slowly started to remove his belt. 

"Hands up, above your head," he ordered harshly, taking his time getting the buckle undone. Duff raised his 
arms obediently, his head tilted slightly to the side in hopes of escaping Izzy's eclipsing gaze. Instead, his eyes 
travelled between Izzy's legs, where the guitarist was starting to tent. 

All of a sudden the belt was off, taking Izzy no time before he wrapped it around Duff's wrists, tightening it 
forcefully. Then he took hold of Duff's chin in his hand and forced him to look straight into his eyes. There was 
a fire burning within their darkened depths. It looked like hatred yet it felt like hunger. 

"You are mine, understand?" he growled, pressing himself close to the bassist's naked chest. "Mine and nobody 
else's. You know that, right?" Duff swallowed. Izzy's voice was hoarse and low, almost dangerous sounding, as he 
moved his mouth to Duff's ear. "You are mine," his voice dropped another octave, his hot breath teasing the 
hairs in the area. His hips swayed back and forth ever so subtly, yet Duff couldn't help but arch his back 
upwards to press more firmly against Izzy's hardness. "And I'm going to fuck you so hard you will forget your 
own name.." he paused before pressing his mouth harder into Duffs ear. "Until you beg for mercy..to come, 
and you will come only and when | say so." Izzy's lips brushed across Duff's cheek Then he backed away. A 
smile played about his lips before it disappeared as quickly as it arrived. 

Duff panted hard, his chest rising up and down in irregular breaths. The sweat was already beginning to pour 
down his back, dripping down his spine like the tears that threatened to spill from his eyes. Izzy leaned over 
him and grabbed a handful of hair pulling his head sharply backwards. He let out a startled cry and squeezed 
his eyes shut as the man bent forwards and lowered his mouth to his neck. A warm tongue gently touched 
the sensitive spot below his collarbone. Duff's body trembled under Izzy's forceful grip, unable to control the 
involuntary shriek that escaped his lips as the man suckled mercilessly harder and harder. Izzy was marking 
him, taking what he wanted, leaving behind a trail of bruises and bite marks that would garnish the bassist's 
skin for days to come. Duff didn't fight it though, he didn’t care, he just wanted his sweet release and his mind 
was too preoccupied to be able to think about anything else. 

"You are not running away from me this time," Izzy growled as he started to trail lower down the blonde's 
body, venturing his hand below the soft white fabric scantily covering Duff's chest, unhurriedly stripping it off. 
"There's no stopping beyond here. I'll make sure this is the only thing you can ever think about. That you need 
this." He smiled impishly as rosy nipples were revealed. "and can't live without it." 

Izzy kissed his nipple once and then bit it, causing the man to cry out in pain. Duff pursed his lips together and 
brought a hand up to his mouth, trying to suppress the noises from coming out, but they still echoed loudly 


through the room. Izzy looked at him, amused. 

"Do | need to gag you as well, per?" 

Duff blushed furiously at the thought and shook his head. Izzy kissed the nub softly, soothing the pain as his 
hand snaked around Duff's body to fondle the other nipple. His thumb grazed across it teasingly. Duff cried out 
louder, earning himself another chuckle from the guitarist. 

"So sensitive." Izzy muttered before licking the small bud, making the man writhe underneath him. Izzy smiled 
against Duff's skin, sucking the other nipple as his hand found its way down the front of the blond's pants. 
Duff let out a choked gasp, pushing his hips closer towards Izzy's hand. "Did you really think that skank could 
have you like this? You need a man who knows what you need" 

The guitarist grinned wickedly while shoving his fingers inside Duff's mouth. 

"Get them nice and wet for me." 

Duff was quick to wrap his lips around the digits and began licking them eagerly, wetting them with his saliva. 
He closed his eyes as he continued to suck, getting them as wet as possible, his hips still thrusting upwards of 
their own accord. 

"Good boy," Izzy purred, gently pushing Duff back down onto the bed, making it easier for him to slip his hand 
inside his pants. His fingers curled around Duff's cock, rubbing it softly. Duff let out a muffled moan, his hands 
still tied together as his body started to shiver uncontrollably. Izzy hushed him, stroking up and down Duff's 
length, his hand gripping the shaft firmly, keeping a torturous slow rhythm. 

The blond bit down hard on his lips. Now he was sure Izzy was out to make him lose his mind. And honestly, he 
wouldn't mind if he did. Because if anything, it would mean he had finally gotten what he'd been longing for 
since.. well since they met really. 

He let out a whimper as Izzy increased the pace of his strokes, grinding their bodies closer together to the 
point where the distinction between both became nonexistent. He could feel Izzy growing impatient, pressing him 
further down the bed. He could feel the man's excitement radiating off of him in waves. But he didn't dare look 
up and catch his face knowing it'd send him over the edge any second. 

Duff tried his hardest to keep himself contained, his breathing heavy, begging for relief. His eyes fluttered 
shut as he let out a long sigh as he felt his climax building up deep within his belly. He knew it was only a 
matter of seconds now. He was losing control, his mind starting to become clouded as his body started to 
shake in ecstasy. 

But just before his orgasm crashed down upon hin, Izzy let go of him with an abrupt movement. 

"Wha-?" Duff mumbled confused. Izzy reached up for Duff's hands, still above his head, and unfastened the 
belt. Before Duff even had the chance to further inquire, the guitarist was pulling his pants down just enough 
to expose his cock. Izzy stared at him for a moment, his expression unreadable, then swiftly closed the 
curtains hanging from the frame of the balinese bed and fell onto the bed next to him. Duff closed his eyes to 
the sensation of firm hands running through his hair, tossing strands of his blond hair aside, then trailing 
downwards to touch his cheeks tenderly. 

Izzy's thumb traced along his lips, parting them lightly. Duff sucked at it coyly, then trailed his tongue along it 
before Izzy pushed his hand away. 

"You should learn how to properly use your pretty mouth." Izzy replied to Duff's whine in protest. Izzy pulled 
himself closer, wrapping his arms loosely around Duff's waist. 

"Please." the blond whispered, feeling his heart skip a beat when hearing how wrecked and strangled his voice 
was, "please just- just take me." 

Izzy sighed deeply but it didn't sound exasperated. Instead, he released another of his dark sultry chuckles. 


"Not what | meant, but | do have to say you sound beautiful begging for it," he spoke softly, his tone mocking. 
"Are you gonna thank me when | come inside you, too?" 

"Please... please Izzy.. just." 

"So polite, really doesn't suit your aesthetic, Mckagan," Izzy murmured as he pressed a gentle kiss to the 
corner of Duff's mouth. "Who would have said Mr Duff ‘The King of Beers Mckagan' turns into such a 
submissive slut so quickly between the sheets?" Oh, the man was unhinged Where had quiet, pacific lzzy gone? 
"No wonder the girls like you so much. If they can make you their little plaything with just a few touches." 
"No-l do-l can’t with them," Duff stammered, trying desperately to stop Izzy from running his tongue further 
"just with you, Izzy. Just with you. Please" He begged. He didn't know why he kept saying those words, begging 
was all he seemed to know how to say whenever he got a chance to be alone with Izzy anyways. Izzy looked 
extremely pleased whenever he'd said it so why stop? 

A sinister hand landed on Duff's neck squeezing softly causing him to whimper. 

‘Only me?" Izzy asked innocently before his face contorted into smugness. "Am | the only one who gets to see 
how much of a slut you are, Mckagan? Is it that l'm hearing?" 

Duff felt too ashamed to answer. Fuck, it had been hard enough with the whole ‘Izzy’ debacle by itself, he 
could spare acting on his newfound degradation kink right now. The hand in his neck only became tighter by the 
lack of response and Duff squirmed uncomfortably under Izzy's intense stare. 

"Say it" Izzy gave in a low harsh whisper the bassist couldn't help but gulp at. He sounded commanding and 
hostile, yet it was so thrilling. The blonde had to take a shaky breath to keep himself from making a mess all 
over himself. "Say I'm the only one who gets to see you like this." 

"God, Iz-" Duff moaned miserably. "I've never-" had feelings for anyone as | have for you, would have been a 
good answer, but it was too much for this fuck-budy-esque shit they were now doing. It would send Izzy 
running for the hills so instead he opted for: "I've never been like this with anyone. Just you." 

The world went still for a moment. Izzy's eyes no longer revealed a single trace of green behind the red haze 
of hunger that had engulfed them. Without further remark, he laid back against the bed, his pink-flushed 
erection fully on display for Duff to admire. Izzy's hand reached down and began to stroke him slowly. Duff 
moaned helplessly, hypnotized by the scene in front of him. 

"You want it that much? You want me to fuck you, pet?" Duff nodded eagerly, unable to form actual words to 
answer." Prove it then." He paused, sprawling himself further on the bed, placing his arms behind his head. 
"Suck" 


Izzy tangled his fingers into Duff's damp hair as he watched in awe the blond bend down obediently, taking his 
cock into his mouth without hesitation. He lightly pushed Duff's head further down on it making the blond gag a 
little. 

And the words were toppling out of his mouth once again. 

"Easy, darling Don't want you getting all sore before | get to fuck your pretty little mouth" Izzy smirked at 
him. 

Duff groaned loudly around him, the vibration making Izzy's head fall back against the pillow momentarily. He 
watched, mesmerized by the sight of the blond practically drooling on his cock like some sort of porn star. And 
it was hot as hell. He could hardly believe that someone could look that good sucking a dick. Izzy loved the idea 
of turning Duff into a moaning, shuddering mess under his touch. Especially after what happened today. 

It made his claim on the bassist stronger, turning him into the absolute greedy bastard he always denied 
himself being. He wanted to see what else he could turn him into. How far Duff was willing to go. How much 


the blond would let himself be taken. 

One glance down at Duff's eyes, full of unshed tears as he continued to take him hungrily, and something deep 
inside him stirred. Primal, powerful, and possessive. He wanted to devour Duff completely. Make him scream his 
name, beg for more, beg for him. He wanted to hear every moan, every pretty sound that he could pry out 
from him. He wanted to kiss away every tear that would fall from those hazel eyes as the blond got lost in 
his pleasure. 

Izzy began to thrust his hips up, meeting Duff's luscious mouth. His grip on Duff's hair tightened as his 
thrusts grew harder, faster and wilder. 

Duff's hand slipped down between his own legs, with the clear intention of pleasuring himself. Izzy managed to 
sidetrack him just in time, stopping him before he even had the chance. Duff released his dick with an obscene 
‘plop as his face filled with dismay. 

"Naughty boy" Izzy chided mockingly. "Did you not hear what | told you earlier? You don't get to come unless | 
say so. Keep sucking like that, and | might consider it” Duff whimpered, his lips quivering as he did as ordered 
while his offending hand moved back to place on Izzy's thigh, nevertheless, he still humped lightly against the 
bedding. Izzy watched, fascinated, as Duff tried once more to relieve his discomfort. 

"Izzy?" a familiar voice from behind the curtain threw them out of their bliss. 

They both froze in place for a split second. 

"Stevie? What-what are you doing here?" Izzy all but sighed as Duff resumed his movements whilst staring 
defiantly up at him. 

Brat 

"I was looking for Duff. Axl said he saw him leave with you earlier." Steven explained and It was Duff's turn to 
tense up, Izzy could almost hear him frown. "Y'know | told him that was kinda weird as you two have been 
so.hush hush around each other lately and all. Guy was making out with some chick, said it was not his fucking 
problem and that | should scram cuz | was killing his sex drive. That asshole 

"Uh-huh," Izzy hummed, his attention still focused solely on the bassists deepening movements. "Yeah, classic 
Axl." 

"What the heck is with you two, anyway?" he demanded. "Axl and | are usually the ones to start shit with each 
other, especially since..Adriana. But | feel as if I've never seen you two act so..skittish towards each other. 
Duff stiffened even more, regardless he kept on licking and suckling on Izzy's tip. 

"Ugh..we're just fine, Steve-ah..look we've had our differences and it's been-fuck a rough couple of months" he 
was beginning to lose his cool as Duff worked his tongue in a way that Izzy was sure was closer to magic than 
skill. "But | can assure you we are closer now than ever." He gave Duff a smirk. The bastard had the audacity 
to roll his eyes at him. 

'Iz- are you alright, man? You sound.-" Steven's voice sounded closer. 

"Yeah, genius.l'm not exactly alone here." Izzy let out, too strained for his taste. 

A minute passed. Two. Then finally it happened to dawn on Steven. 

‘Oh. Oh, yeah, right-shit.sorry. | didn't notice-shif, silly me.." Steven fumbled, "So, have you seen Mckagan?" 
Izzy snorted and brought a hand to cup Duff's cheek, as he moved his leg so that it rubbed over the other 
man's erection. Duff loudly moaned at the friction, his sounds muffled by Izzy's dick still in his mouth. 

"No clue, buddy. " he lied whilst smiling down mockingly at Duff, who just stared in disapproval. "Left wagging 
his tale after some skank sometime ago. Im pretty sure he ain't showing his face around anytime soon" A 


slight chuckle escaped Izzy's throat as he began to grind down on Duff. 


"Mm. Yeah. | see.. Well, uh..'Il be heading out then" Steven sounded mortified now. There was the rustle of feet 
quickly heading for the door. 

"Really, Steve? Sure you ain't wanna join? We got room for one more here!" Izzy laughed. Yes, he was being 
petty, sue him. But to feel Duff's face redden with bewilderment and his eyes grow wide with horror did things 
to Izzy. 

"Uh, yeah can't do. | gotta go. See ya later." Steven all but run away. Because even when being a worldwide 
famous rockstar, Steven was still awfully shy about sex. 

"Guess its you and me again, sugar," Izzy murmured the minute they were alone as he began to thrust his 
hips a little faster, pushing himself into Duff's mouth. "Fuck you feel so good around me..." he moaned lowly as 
he felt Duff's hands tighten on his thighs. 

Duff seemed to redouble his efforts to please him, his lips moving feverishly as he continued to bob his head 
along the guitarists dick Izzy was growing harder in his mouth if that was even possible, and he kept on 
moaning praises that drove Duff even more eager to please. 

"So good for me." Izzy growled, and he was surely seeing stars by this point. 

Duff was taking him like he was being paid to do so. Any former shame was forgoten as he kept his mouth 
open for Izzy, who was all but fucking his mouth. his eyes were locked with Izzy's as he slid down on him. The 
guitarists hand was now gripping Duff's hair almost painfully, guiding his mouth on and off his cock. Duff 
whimpered at the sudden roughness, his lips closing around the shaft and sucking it greedily. 

And wasn't this all lzzy had ever wanted? 

He closed his eyes and allowed his mind to drift away from reality. He was lost in the moment, his entire body 
tensing as he took in the sounds of Duff's mouth working on him. The feeling of the softest lips around his 
dick, the warmth of the tongue, the wet heat of the bassist's mouth. And all of it was making him burn with 
desire. 

He was so close. So fucking close fo coming He couldn't hold on any longer. 

The guitarist was left gasping for air, his heart racing as he looked down at the bassist, who looked all 
heavenly and thoroughly debauched; his hair messy and eyes red and sweat everywhere..who looked so his 
Izzy could barely control himself. His dick twitched in Duff's mouth and his breathing was ragged, mind whiting 
out as he came, making a noise like he'd been gutted, at the sight of the bassist coming completely undone just 
from sucking him off. He collapsed limply onto the mattress, clutching the fabric with his hands as the bassist 
swallowed every last drop of his cum. Some of it smeared on his lips beautifully as Izzy pulled out. 

Duff tried to slowly roll off him, making Izzy pull him in to kiss him, tasting himself of the bassist. The 
bassist's breath came out in short pants as he broke their kiss. And when Izzy tried to reach down to touch 
Duff, he was met with the surprise that the bassist had finished untouched. Absentmindedly he coated his 
fingers in Duff's spend, bringing them to his mouth to try. 

"Fuck.baby," he gasped completely enamoured by the look of utter bliss on Duff's face. 

‘Sorry, lzzy.l," Duff started panting heavily. He sank to his knees on the bed, fluttering his eyelashes to chase 
unshed tears away, pink toungue coming out to obscenely lick the remain's of Izzy on his lips. "Thank you." 

And If Izzy were a smarter man he would walk away from this. Admit he had fallen into temptation, admit that 
he knew this would only lead to trouble. 

And if Izzy were a braver man he'd confront it. Admit that he had fallen for that beautiful man before him, 
admit to Duff he wanted, no, needed something more out of this relationship than just a casual fuck in the 
throes of passion. 

He wasn't though, so instead he pulled his cock into his pants and brought his lips back to the bassists ear. 


"Meet me down on the beach in ten," he growled, making the bassist shudder. 


And without further word he left, leaving an extremely flustered and confused Duff behind on the bed. 


